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“You don’t want to make me ask again. Where is he?” 


The shuddering, whimpering thing under his hands was not the first Matt had questioned 
tonight, merely the latest in a string of names given to him by all those who came before. 
Hopefully, he would be the last. 


He took a few, quavering breaths, and then cried out the location of a warehouse down near the 
docks. 


Matt let him slump down against the wall and then dealt a single, firm blow to the underside of 
his jaw. The man’s head snapped straight up, and his eyes rolled back in his head before closing. 


Tilting his own head, Matt listened to the sound of his heart to confirm that he was unconscious, 
and then he began to make his way toward the docks. 


Two and a half blocks away, Foggy’s heartbeat finally reached his straining ears. It was so fast, 
thready with fear and pain. The sound of it, so far from its usual contented, even cadence, 
sparked Matt’s anger even higher, gasoline on an already roaring fire, and Matt began to run. He 
did not care who spotted him, or if his presence was reported back to their leaders. 


He wanted them to know that he was coming. To have a chance to feel afraid. 


The bastards who snatched Foggy out of his own apartment in the early hours of the morning 
had tried to do the same thing to Matt, at the same time. The two of them were a source of some 
annoyance to their organization, as the firm of Nelson & Murdock was representing a client who 
had enough evidence to put them all away. Matt had saved her from an encounter with a group 
of men that had been rapidly heading south, in an alley late at night. The men were part of the 
dark underbelly of the organization she worked for which, on the surface, offered crisis relief to 
those who needed it in Hell’s Kitchen. The organization was a non-profit that benefited from the 
generous donations of the rich men and women of the city. 


It was a front for what they were really doing, which Foggy and Matt’s client had discovered. 
History has a way of repeating itself, after all. 


After knocking out all of the men and waiting while she did her best to rearrange her clothes, 
Matt escorted her to Brett at the precinct. Brett, after taking her statement, referred her to Matt 
and Foggy’s practice, and began making arrangements for her to go somewhere she could lay 
low for a while. 


The organization had been... displeased. 


They couldn’t go after their client, as she had been placed in a safe house well outside of the 
reach of the organization, and Karen had gone with her, both to keep their client company and 
to get her away from the danger. That left those representing her as the only way for the 
organization to gain access to what they wanted. 


He and Foggy should have been more careful. They should have realized that the organization 
would grow desperate. At the very least, they should not have separated. Matt was able to fight 
the men sent after him off with no problem, waking long before they even set foot in his 
apartment, which allowed him to slip into his protective suit; he had not even sustained any 
bruises, though he certainly doled out quite a few, and several broken bones to go along with 
them. They’d sent what should have been an exorbitant amount of men to take care of one blind 
man, who should have been in his bed, asleep. 


Foggy should never have been left to face that sort of horde alone. 
Never again, Matt promised himself as he approached the warehouse. 


He kicked in the back door to the warehouse and danced away from the bullets that began flying 
toward him, always a hairsbreadth from where they should have impacted his body. Finding the 
source of the bullets, Matt stole the gun out of the man’s hands and then turned it around, 
slamming it into his skull with a satisfyingly wet sounding blow. 


Things were a bit of a blur after that. 


There was a series of books Matt had loved as a child. Written by a British author named Brian 
Jacques, they followed the lives of woodland animals who lived in or near an abbey. Some of 
those animals were warriors, and among those were the strongest fighters, the true champions 
of the peaceful beings who called the abbey their home. 


Martin, a mouse who helped to found the abbey, was one of Matt’s favorite characters from the 
series. Quiet and unassuming most of the time, he was also a warrior who at times went through 
what the animals called the bloodwrath. It was a sort of madness that overcame some of them - 
mostly badgers - in the heat of battle, increasing the amount of damage they were able to inflict 
to a terrifying degree. 


For the most part, when Matt went out to protect the people of his city, he did so with a cold, 
carefully contained rage, calculated to do only as much damage as necessary to get the job done 


so that he and the people he saved could go home at the end of the night, and the criminals 
could come to long after they were gone and crawl or limp their way to the nearest hospital. 


This time, though. This time the men who made the mistake of getting in his way had crossed 
the line. They had taken Foggy, which was unacceptable, and Matt felt himself slipping into the 
sort of uncontrollable fury that he had only let out a three times since this all began: when he 
went to save the little boy who had been taken from his father to draw Matt out, when he went to 
save Claire from the Russians, and when he went to unleash the full force of his grief and anger 
after Elena was killed. 


He flowed through the warehouse like water, swift and fluid and crashing over all those he 
encountered like a tidal wave, driving them under. By the time he reached the leader, it felt as 
though his humanity was nothing but a distant memory, and all that was left was the devil. 


His hands wrapped around the base of the lowlife’s skull, and he was ready to twist them until 
he snapped his thick neck, but a soft, sweet voice called out to him, cutting through the haze and 
calling him back to himself. He shifted his hands until they could encase the ringleader’s neck 
and applied pressure until he passed out from a lack of oxygen to the brain. 


Tilting his head, he listened for signs that any of the men he had fought his way through were 
beginning to stir. 


Satisfied that they were all out, he made his way towards the only other person in the warehouse 
who was still conscious. He ripped off the gloves covering his hands and reached out, running 
his hands over Foggy’s face, his neck, his chest, searching for signs that anything vital had been 
damaged. There were a number of cuts and areas that felt like contusions, and one worrying 
knot at the back of his head, along with two fingers felt like they were broken, but Foggy’s 
breathing was unhindered, even though it hitched under the feeling of Matt’s fingers. 


“Matt,” he whispered, mindful of the men lying in heaps all around them. “Matt, come on. Let’s 
go home.” 


“Can you stand?” 


He listened intently to the sound of his best friend swallowing, and then heard his hair swishing 
through the air a little as he nodded. “I think so, yeah.” 


Quickly and carefully, Matt worked to release Foggy from his bonds, and then, in spite of Foggy’s 
words, he wrapped one of Foggy’s arms over his shoulder and placed the arm closest to his best 
friend around Foggy’s waist, and together, they made their way out. It was fortunate that Matt 
had decided to support Foggy, as he swayed at certain points, most likely woozy from the blow 
he took to the back of his head. 


Briefly, Matt considered taking Foggy to a hospital, or to Claire, but then he felt a wave of - 
something - at the thought of letting anyone else take care of him while he was injured like this, 


and he remembered Foggy’s request from earlier, Let’s go home. Home. All right. Home was 
safe. Home was known. He could take Foggy home. 


He led Foggy through the streets of the city in a way that would preclude running into too many 
people, and then up the stairs and into his apartment. Gently, he took his friend into his 
bedroom and eased him down onto the edge. Perhaps he should have sat him down on the couch 
in the living room, but it was hard and unforgiving, and he wanted Foggy to sit somewhere soft 
while Matt worked. 


“T’ll be back in a moment,” he promised, before stepping away into the bathroom, to remove his 
suit and clean his hands thoroughly before emerging with the first aid kit Claire had taken to 
leaving in his apartment. 


He could sense it when Foggy tensed. Matt was opening the kit and pulling out the necessary 
supplies, organizing them on the bed in such a way that he would remember where everything 
was, and have it all close to hand. 


“Aren't you going to call your special burner phone girl to do this?” Foggy asked trepidatiously. 


Matt shook his head. “I can if you want me to,” he said reluctantly, because he may trust Claire 
with his life, but this was Foggy’s, and right now the only hands he wanted touching his best 
friend were his own, “but the wounds you have are all within my ability to handle, and I would 
rather take care of them as soon as possible so that I can give you some pain reliever and let you 
rest.” 


For a moment, Foggy said nothing, but Matt could feel the full force of his attention as he 
considered Matt keenly. Then, Foggy told him, “All right, Matty. But if you get something wrong, 
and my beautiful face is ruined because of it, I will be very disappointed in you - and so will all of 
the women in Hell’s Kitchen. Think of the women, Matty.” 


Matt huffed a little and told him, “I’m a little busy thinking about you.” 

He worked carefully, giving Foggy fair warning whenever he used the hydroperoxide to clean the 
various cuts and scrapes that marred the surface of his best friend’s soft skin. Splinting Foggy’s 
fingers was the worst, and Matt felt a fresh wave of guilt every time Foggy’s breath hitched or his 
frame twitched at the discomfort. 


“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” 


“Not your fault,” Foggy retorted gently. “I’d tell you that you should see the other guys, but, well. 
You know what happened to all of them.” 


Hesitating, Matt finished wrapping medical tape around the splint to keep it secure, and then he 
confessed, “I actually - don’t remember much of what happened in there.” 


“What do you mean?” Foggy asked after a beat, sounding concerned. 
Matt swallowed. 


Setting aside the medical tape, Matt rested both of his hands on either side of Foggy’s legs where 
they sat upon the mattress and bowed his head. “Foggy, they -” he paused, sighed, swallowed 
again, “those men took you. They took you, and I don’t. I can’t imagine what my life would be 
like without you in it anymore, and I don’t want to. If anything had happened to you - if you 
hadn’t made it.” He stopped again and then took a breath. “You know that I have a problem with 
my temper. So when I got there, and your heart - it was beating so fast, and I just - I lost it.” 


Foggy regarded him quietly for a moment, then wondered, “If I hadn’t stopped you, you would 
have killed that guy there at the end. Wouldn’t you?” 


“Yes,” Matt breathed. He certain of it. It was only by some miracle that he had not already killed 
every other man in that building, merely incapacitated them and then moved on. 


“Matty... you can’t do that, okay? It’s like Ben Urich said that one time. There are some things 
you can’t come back from. And I don’t want to be the reason that that happens.” 


“If you get hurt again. If someone comes after you to get to me. I don’t think I'll be able to stop.” 
He reached up with his right hand, feeling along the dips and curves and angles of his best 
friend’s face. “None of this was ever supposed to touch you. Not you.” 


Foggy brought his left hand, which had the index and middle fingers splinted, up to hold Matt’s 
own hand in place, against his cheek. “What are you trying to say, Matty? Because it kind of 
seems like there’s something you want to tell me, but you keep dancing around it.” 


Biting his lip, Matt leaned forward in the chair he had dragged in so that he could be close to 
Foggy’s level while he patched him up. He continued to move closer, until his lips were right 
above his best friend’s forehead, and then he placed a single, slow kiss there before moving back. 


“That’s - not what I was expecting,” Foggy admitted. “I mean, I was pretty sure you were going to 
kiss me, but I kind of thought it would be on the lips, you know?” 


“I wasn’t sure if you wanted me to.” 


“Did you miss the part where I’ve been attracted to you since we first met? I definitely wanted 
you to.” 


“No, of course I didn’t miss it,” Matt told him. “You weren’t exactly being subtle. But I thought 
that attraction was all that it was, and I didn’t want to say anything and risk the chance that 
things didn’t work out. You’re - you matter to me, more than anyone, and I would rather be close 
to you, but not with you, than to not be close to you at all.” 


The air moved as Foggy shook his head. “I am frowning at you. Do you know why I’m frowning 
at you, Matthew?” 


“T have a feeling I’m about to find out.” 


“Damn right, you are. I’m frowning at you because you, Matt Murdock, are the smartest guy I 
know, but you’re also the biggest, most self-sacrificing idiot I’ve ever met.” 


Matt pursed his lips. “Anything else?” 


“Yeah, actually. If you don’t kiss me in the next five seconds, I am going to -” Matt never actually 
found out what, exactly, Foggy would have done, as he took his best friend at his word and 
brought their lips together, stopping the reprimanding stream of words at the source. “Mmmpf.” 
Foggy breathed in through his nose and then leaned closer, letting his tongue trace the soft skin 
of his best friend’s lips. Matt opened them, letting Foggy in to crowd his way into his mouth as 
he had every other part of Matt - his heart, his head, his soul. Foggy had woven his way into the 
fabric of his being, until he made up all of the best pieces of who Matt was, and who he wished 
he could be. Finally, Foggy broke for air and then pressed his forehead against Matt’s. “I’m still 
frowning at you.” 


Matt’s lips turned up at the corners. “No, you're not. You're smiling.” 

“How do you know? I know you can’t see facial expressions.” 

“No, but I can hear it in your voice.” 

“Well, give me a minute, then, and I will be.” 

Matt shook his head slightly. “No.” Then he kissed Foggy again, slowly, deeply, with an edge to it 
that sang mine, mine, mine, and no one else’s, and he made a promise to himself that no one 


would touch Foggy ever again. 


The End 


